Personal Statement 
Name: Allan Graham
DOB – 11/07/1972
Name(s) of Care Home – Fairfield West Lothian, Independent Special School and residential care
Reason for going into care: Death of mother, decided through panel with Glasgow social services. Aged 13-16
When I was young my mother died and me and my siblings were moved around a bit. I was then staying with my aunt who was caring for my sick grandmother. My grandmother was dying and it became too much for my aunt to also care for us so it was decided by Glasgow social services that I would be placed in care. 
I was around 13 years old at the time and remained in care until I was 16 when I got my first job.
I was initially placed in foster care before being moved into Fairfield.
During my time in Fairfield I experienced physical violence from staff, they would painfully and physically restrain me. There were two staff members in particular called Annmarie Elliot and Eddie Walsh, they would grab me and sit on top of me and would slap me while she was sitting on me. I felt powerless and was unable to move my arms or anything.
The rest of the staff there were okay, some of them were really lovely people. I witnessed the same treatment of other children by the same 2 members of staff.
I really enjoyed rugby and was trying to get myself fit by playing. I got injured on one occasion and begged them to take me to the hospital because I was in so much pain. They refused and left me in pain for over a week and my knee was swollen to the size of a basketball before they took me. When I got to the hospital I was taken straight for an emergency operation as I'd ripped my Cartlidge.
I ran away from here on a few occasions, on my  return I would be beaten depending on what staff member dealt with it. I would then have my shoes removed from me and would have them kept off me.
There wasn't much privacy when I was showering, staff were able to come into the shower block when I was getting washed.I would be searched invasively on a few occasions and they would carry out underwear inspections.
I never had any contact with any of my family for years, I spent all this time separated from my siblings missing out on crucial years together.
I never experienced sexual abuse within Fairfield but I had a male social worker who touched my leg and ran it up towards my genitals, he asked if I was gay. I was shocked and felt incredibly uncomfortable and told him to stop. It was after this incident he was no longer my social worker.
The experience of being in care has ruined my life, I have to take medication every day just to get through the day. It has ruined relationships with others throughout my life.I have flashbacks and nightmares which I feel become worse when I talk about my time there.


Lomond Vale
I was sent to Lomond Vale Children’s Home in Biggar for about a year as I was not going to school. My brother was already in care but I was sent to a different home and separated from siblings. My younger brother later went into care however he was also sent to a different home.

We all stayed in shared dormitories when we first went in. I got leave once a month however this was never guaranteed. You got brief education, there were a lot of people that were disruptive so it wasn’t easy to learn at all. We all ate in a communal area, you always got fed but if you didn’t like it that was tough luck you would starve. The staff were often physically abusive, you often got punched from the staff members. We were given cold showers quite a lot, I don’t know if it was punishment but there was a lack of hot water. I used to wet the bed and I would get woken up through the night every night to make me go to the toilet. I thought they were actually helping me. But they would take my sheets off and leave my wet sheets for everybody to see in the morning. It was humiliating and I was bullied for this from other children. The staff knew this would make me a victim.
The PE teacher used to make sexual comments about our maturing bodies and get turned on at it. He also took us for showers.

Rossie Farm
I was then sent to Rossie Farm where I stayed until I turned 16.
It was a dormitory of about 8/10 boys. Pretty much the same set up as Lomond Vale in terms of our meals you would either eat what you were given or starve.
Bathrooms were all shared, so we were denied any privacy. You had no privacy ever, you’d be taken everywhere as a group, meals, showers, sleeping you couldn’t escape it.
If you were in trouble that’s where it would all happen. The showers. Things would go on, I was a victim of sexual assault whilst in there. I did suffer, I was sexually abused by other children that were in there with me. In fact I remember, one staff member witnessed us being sexually assaulted and turned a blind eye to it. This is what I mean when I say there was nobody you could run to and tell because even if you did tell the staff they would do nothing about it.
I witnessed the sexual assaults of other people while I was there too. It was the same people that were doing this and everybody knew it but never spoke about it. I don’t remember their names at all. This is a lot of stuff I have tried to block out my head.
It happened several times whilst I was there. It wasn't just one time then they left you alone. I think because I wet the bed and things I was an easy target.

If you did anything wrong they would take your weekend leave off you. It was too far away for my parents to come and visit me so I would go weeks on end without seeing my family.
The staff were often physically violent. I’m not saying they were all abusive but some were notorious for punching you if you spoke back to them.

We had a pool there that you had to go out of the building to get to and this was how I managed to run away. When I came back I was locked in this tiny room for such long period of time I was so isolated and scared. 

You were actually locked in at all times, never allowed out of the premises unless you are working in the gardeners or going to the pool.

They had the saw mill workshop and things where you would go to work. They had an art class and maths, you didn’t get a lot of education at all. My education suffered as a result. You had one teacher who was pretty much just trying to keep control of everyone so education was not really important. There were a lot of fights and arguments with other children. A lot of that went on behind closed doors but we were often left unsupervised with no one to call on for help. I remember a small fight broke out, one staff member slammed this boy to the ground and that’s how he split up the fight. There was nobody there to tell that cared about you like your family, you had no contact and no way to get support if you needed it.

I left here and went back to live with mum and dad. It still has an impact on my mental health to this day. I’m on medication for depression and anxiety which I have been on for so many years. When I came out I was totally different. I had a good group of friends but I lost all my friends as they’d all sort of moved on. I felt there was nobody there at all, I was not ready for it at the time. I suffer from extreme flashbacks from my experiences all the time. I cannot escape it. I have tried to kill myself twice years ago as I couldn’t take it anymore.

